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She found herself gazing out the window at her car under the rocking 
maples, its door left open. Her forehead tightened as she lifted her eyes to 
the lashing florescence along the undersides of the leaves, but then she 
made herself focus the soaked driveway. Leaves plastered there had been 
fluttering their jazzy golds up high when she shoved off for work that 
brilliant, intoxicating morning. Now the wind swept the darkening trees, the 
river shouldered past as the small house closed in on her and rain thumped 
the roof in waves. 

She saw herself leaping from the car some moments before, bright hair 
flying. "I could kick you in the ass!" she told that anxious, running, 
daydream ghost, and she wondered once again if such images of her just 
lingered in the air, the ones remembered most being attitudes of defeat-- 
which she nonetheless held overlong, as if posing. 

P And | thought only little Frenchmen posed!@ she mused with a 
practiced bitterness, Pnot romantic masochists. Oh well, | guess we hold the 
poses we get the most from. 'Romantic masochists...' such alovely choice of 
words--redundant, like me.@ 

She went to the closet only to see that he had left almost everything, each 
garment evenly spaced and hanging in its own soft light. "Why not? 
Probably a new wardrobe going on my Mastercharge this very minute. And 
why not? It's fitting--excuse stupid pun." 


"You're excused, again." she replied to herself, "But just look at these fairy 
fashions!--running a hand over the tops of hangers. 
"In the ethereal sense that is. Hmph! that shrimpy-Frenchman-just- departed 
beat klutzy me in all the allegedly feminine senses and could balance on an 
egg. The Michael Jackson thing: a man who's prettier than you are." 

She wandered into the kitchen to get the white wine out of the frig, 
shook the bottle and held it up close to her eye in the mellowing light of that 
small, cidery-smelling room. "Almost full. My God he was even fastidious 
with...sipping with his eyes closed as | gulped it down like the wide-eyed slob 
from the sticks!" she declared, popping her eyes at the crookedly 
dismounted acrobat in the glossy photo scotchtaped to the frig door, a 
smiling menace under his handlebar moustache. "Smile on, virulent fuckin 
male! 'Cause you'll never make it back to horizontal," she told him. "Can't 
ever be on the level, can you? Impossible!" she pronounced in her 


highschool French. 

Then she sat down at that butcherblock table surround by small bins of 
beans and artificially yellowed posters of a pretend French circus performing 
in someplace spelled PNiece@. "Well, here's to...? To Again. That's it! Once 
again to Again," she toasted and giggled and trembled. "Encore encore 
encore!" 

"YUPPIE HEARTBREAK!...and other phonies"--she became a movie director: 
"Take number seven or eleven, or seven-eleven," she slapped her hands 
together. "Roll em!" 

It was logical that when the wine was gone an hour or so later 
she would seek more. 

Soon she was dressing somewhat unsteadily in his clothes at the 
bedroom's full-length mirror, the surrounding florescent tube lending her 
image an almost greenish depth. "Hey! What the fuck's goin on, man?" she 
mocked, not him, her so-recent ex, but some archetypal male. "Phillies on 
the tube tonight? Last game fuckin season aint it? What you mean you 
don't know? How 'bout | break your fuckin head? Then you'll know. All the 
alleged men round here bunch of pussies! You hear me?" she punched 
towards herself in the mirror, and then dropped her hands and smiled. "Not 
too-0000 macho now," she criticized in her own voice, though sort of 
‘pansified'--as if such camp would help make her real voice more 
feminine..."or you'll scare just everybody!" 

She shoved her blond hair under a Phillie’s baseball cap and then 
wriggled into his elasticized undershirt. "Not all that much to flatten | must 
admit. An area where we were about equal, little Frenchman and me--the 
only one. Still sniffing the residues of varous deoderants, she weaved over 
the ziggaraut of black and white tiles and into the dark hallway, where fuzzy 
corn brooms decorated the walls. "Hmmmm, heap musk, Lone Ranger! Real 
Brut. Essense of bear crotch for sure! Anyway, Real-Man-Shit for sure! Foh- 
Ah! Shoo-Ah! Poor poor men: they can only have perfumes with guts!" she 
giggled. 

Winds rattled the windows and shook the fuzzy brooms along the 
darkening walls. "Just take a look at this shit! Whole place looks like a cunt, 
man!" she swaggered, and then slid down a wall in that hallway, moaning "1 
know all the words but | just can't ever really get to feel vulgar. Like shit a 
million times | felt, oh yes indeed, but not ever lowdown, no-class vulgar. I'll 
have to work on it." "You'll have to work on it. Yes," her schoolmarmy self 
crisply reinterated, she engaging in another dialog, playing with herself and 
her pain, the voices bouncing around the narrow hallway. Still seated, she 
dropped her head in her arms, a stray remnant of light of an antique gold 
highlighting her hair as she spoke. "Oh you are so very cute! So so cue-WIT! 
A tiny and pretentious noise in the precious, breathless, artsy-fartsy place! 
But more's the pity it's too dark to see your darlin’ dimples! Darlin’ little 
hammered-down apprentice whore--and a real American therefore!" she 
concluded, "And in all the poopy-doopy cutesy-wootsy artsy-fartsy! My oh 
my! Are we going to make everything rhyme in our real or affected 


heartbreak? Or both at once. | am Prince Hamlet--or pretend to be!" 

When she got to Chuckie-O's it wasn't that much of a test, a compact 
man beside her seemingly intent on staring through the bottom of his scotch 
to the center of the earth, a melancholy, startlingly white-faced redhead 
sprawling under a tv at the end of the bar. In her loose summer dress, her 
arms looked even whiter than her face. 

P Big night@! she told herself as the redhead absently twirled her hair. 
Periodic waves outside made their own washing melody of rain--caused, she 
worried, those acrid perfumes to rise from her clothing. PWhew! Stinks | 
know, but from whence riseth romance? Armpit? Crotch? Soul? Are the 
three related? If so how so? And do they all have dark nights or just the last 
one? @ 
TCPHKCHRS She studied the redhead, Pvery nearly beautiful save for 
coarse and hungry lips. Oh you bitch! @she scolded herself as he, next to 
her, was in the process of looking up from his scotch, red-eyed. 
After the young bartender poured her white wine, this man, revived, insisted 
on paying. 
TCPHKCHRSB "You see that other one leave? When you came in? Sort of 
tricky 
little mincey brunette?" he blinked and blinked at her, almost as if trying to 
stop tears. She shook her head, carefully since her baseball cap floated 
more than held. "Well, anyway, my good man," 
he informed her quite fraternally, "there went thirty-three bucks!"--he had 
looked away from her to tell himself this last in the mirror over the bar. "And 
what'd | get? Brushed up against--a brush job--tit pressed in my back a lousy 
second while she leans over to watch replay of a Phillies error." 

"Could've been fifty, dollars that is, not errors. You're lucky that's all. Let's 
see..." she began musing: "Bill of Fare: 

Knee Touch 12.50 

Two Knees 24.99 

Random Anatomical Light Squeezes 1.07 - 174.66 

Brush Jobs 22 

Blow--!" 

"Whoa! Leave us not go crazy!" he stopped her, his hand lightly on her 
arm, his small stone-like eyes now level with hers. "And don't think anything 
about Red down there under the asshole tv," he advised, shaking his head 
with exaggerated slowness. "She's trouble. Heartbreak a week, hers or the 
chump's." Over the spread-out redhead whose eyes looked purple from 
crying or lack of sleep, a confection of a girl, live, in orange froth, jumping up 
and down after winning a hand mixer; another set in the dining room, where 
the bartender now unsorted a spaghetti of cables, played a tape of the same 
girl packaged pink, and jumping up and down after winning a car. "Even at 
this distance she can spread her poison," this small man beside her added. P 
Am | fated to be bored and used by little men? @ she queried herself as he 
turned back to stare anew into his nearly empty glass, perhaps meditating 
on experiences with toxic females. 


Who's poison?" she abruptly asked him, "Double girl in consumer 
ecstacies? And thus a horny patriot, or patriots, of the times..." 

"Nah!...redhead | mean." 

"Why blame her? Is she jumping up and down? Hardly. Me, | 
blame Japan! That's where they make everything we lust for!" She quickly 
responded to the blank face revolving to her by commenting 
"I, I've been out of touch. Problem with a girl." They both pondered the 
statement for some moments, watching a dusty, rocking sign announce BUD 
LIGHT over the cash register. 

"Some people are just winners!" he finally hissed, and his caustic tone 
led the frustrated bartender, all wrapped up in cables and controls in the 
dining room, to take it personally. "You hear any sound?" he coyly inquired to 
show them he was paying some attention, though all glasses now stood 
empty. 

"We don't want to hear no fuckin sound! It's bad enough." It was her 
first macho outburst and no one paid attention but the young bartender, who 
revealed a partial shrug. She, though, was surprised by her vehemence: 
PHow drunk are you? @ 

"That's what she does all right," insisted the guy next to her, 

"she hops up and down on the tv. | buy drinks for little teases-- that's what | 
do." 

"Me..." she whispered turning a book of matches labeled with the name 
of this dank drinking room: SECRETS. "Me | just fuck up relationships, one 
after the other...after the..." 

"Hey that's war! Welcome to the club. You know," he went on sagely, 
his thin eyes brightening as the output of the BUD LIGHT sign lurked across 
them, "I've seen you here, but not for a while. Anyway, you're no rookie. 
Though the white wine makes me wonder." 

"Yeah...well 1, uh, have to take it easy tonight. Anyway, I've been in 
with"...and she mentioned the self-ordained "Gang of Three" females, her 
own name last. 

"They're a good bunch. The Albino Mouse can be a little fun at times. 
Yeah, she likes to hear the raunchy shit if you Know what | mean--but just 
hear. Don't scare her," he winked. 

"I'll try not to." How strange she was pleased to find out she 
represented some standard in his view...but mouse? Albino mouse? She 
checked the mirror to see how pale she really was, noted some light hairs 
spiking out from under her Phillies cap. "Il...we all could use some more tan 
but with all this skin cancer scare blasting from the tv all the...fuckin time!" 
She took abrupt notice of the bartender suddenly behind the bar, his 
electronic career on hold. "My turn to buy!" she blurted, but her companion 
would have none of it, shoving his pile of money forward. 

"Never mind, | have to spend all this or I'll be even more 
pissed off. If | got no money left you can buy then. ‘Cause then I'll know 
what an asshole | really am." 

"| salute your masochism, or it that Pmacho@-cism? Myself having 


education in both fields." 

"It's exorcism, like in the movie." 

She smiled narrowly at his wit, almost immediately regreting the 
encouragement, for there followed a slow and endless monolog where she, 
drainingly bored, repeatedly asked herself how she could have gotten 
trapped into yet another of these conversations--though the first time as a 
male. This time, some hobby of his, toy trains or goat collecting or 
something. She injected littleP uh-huhs@ while visualizing what she labelled 
now as her former little bore, the Frenchman, he in a piquant pose while 
offering that much-rehearsed Gallic shrug to some tramp or new sucker, 
batting his weepy eyes at large life in general. P Only laugh we ever had was 
over stupid, misspelled circus poster@! 

"WOOOOOOOO you hear that wind?"--even her flesh-and-blood bore at 
hand was giving up in the midst of his own massive detail concerning Lionel 
cabooses. "And they said fuckin light winds! They said no fuckin rain!" And 
he spewed on about the faulty weather forcast as if it were yet another 
personal betrayal. She tuned out again, the chrome tops of the bottles 
ranged behind the bar and repeated in the mirror blurring to one molten 
mass. 

But started listening again when something sick she couldn't have 
heard, but heard, infiltrated his tone, rendering her ill and weak. 

",,.and and and she goes out and hangs her little undies you know? 
Just about every night. Panties big as my fist. Must fit s-s-skin-tight." She 
observed, her heart starting to race, that he was gritting his teeth, his small 
eyes darting, which actions he stopped in order to sigh "Let's say we help her 
get out of them tonight. How about it? You and me! mean. How about it?" 

"Not a particular hobby of mine." 

"Right on the river up a little hill. I'm going out of my mind, man! 
Every time | go by there, there she is, hanging those bitty panties. And this 
this this one little light behind her you know?" his voice had lingered on the 
image, stretching the words, his eyes turpidly peaceful, then quickening with 
"But you can see enough! Can you! Jesus! In the fog and that weird light 
she's like a goddess in a whatchacallit, picture book or something." 

"Shadow and substance, virgin and whore," she managed to whisper. 
"You're drunk." 

"Fuckin ripe! | call it. Her | mean." 

"Uh huh. And asking for it?" 

"She will." 

"Of course." 

"Damn straight!" he struck the bar. 

"Well she won't be hanging them tonight, in the rain. To inject a 
measure of realism." 

"Then we'll give her something better to do--if you're man enough." 

She was beginning to feel seriously sober, and for some reason 
pictured the acrobat back on her frig, forever teetering in his practiced 
stupidity. "Do I...actually hear rape?" she breathed. 


"Hey! Come on! | don't never mean brute force. We'll talk to her first 
and then...? Well, she'll come cocoa or..." 

"Or It's the old Bananna Royale! " she found herself enthusing, 
while nearly crying. She began rattling hysterically. "Well it is in any case. 
She'll have to get used to those options. Famous fuckin options! ‘Take up 
the woman's burden, slut!' as the whatchacalllit, poet says." 

"Fuck the faggot poetry, I'm talking some real shit here, heavy shit." 

"What a stupid fuck you are!" spilled from her, but she quickly 
pointed to herself when he looked hurt. "Me! Me! mean! | was talking 
about..." When he slowly became even more puzzled, she excused herself 
with "Hey! | gotta piss like a wounded moose!" an expression she had heard 
when a child and had used once or twice to gross out the precise Frenchman. 
It had a different effect on the young bartender, who looked up quizzically 
from a VCR manual. 

In the mensroom--PFor Studs@ it was named--she went first to the 
booth and then fled to the urinal after she thought she heard floorboards 
creak, indicating he might be joining her. 

And when she heard the door open, she peered up to yet another 
mirror tilted above, showing her hand shaking nothing, her face 
wild among the sayings written there responding to: HOW WD YOU DESCRIBE 
YRSLF IN FEW WDS? 

Pquick on the trigger@ 

stud for sale@ 

old maid's death dream@ 

AC DC bound therefore to please @ 

was | here in prev life?--it all smelled like piss then too@ 

hung and tasteless@ 

How long Lord oh how long?@ 

Pshy but BAWDY @she added with the lipstick suspended from a string, 
then drew a ragged line through and wrote Pa girl@. 

Behind her, he threw a penny into the urinal. She held her breath. 

"Whoa! You must've caught something pretty serious... to piss that 
noisy." 

"Wouldn't be surprised...all the places I've been." She twisted round 
and zipped up as he took her place. With his slack face and blinking eyes 
among all the sayings, he laughed when he came to her entry. 

"A girl! | love it! That'll get their attention all right. Hey! I'll tell you! 
They can make you into one all right, fuckin women can!" 

The sound of that penny echoed in her mind. PWhat was that all @ 
Pabout? What if he's gay? And what if he takes me home and finds out in a 
typical semi-swarm of passion that I'm not a fellow?@ 

She waited for him to finish and they walked back to the bar together. 
After a few minutes of silent drinking she asked 
"Know what I'd like to see? You were talking about a replay of Phillie's error 
you know? When! came in|! mean? Well I'd like to see them put on the 
instant replay before the play. Like when a guy misses the stupid football for 
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the Eagles and they show it again and again from every angle but up his 
asshole? And every time he just keeps missing it? It's just too fuckin 
heartbreaking!" 

"Hey it's just a game!" 

"There's no such thing. There are no games. None. We play at them 
‘cause that's all we know to do, but there aren't any. Not really." 

"Shit! and | thought that's all there was," he mocked. 

"Well, anyway, I'd have the replay show him catching the bloody 
ball...and one step further as | said--one leap for man- and woman.- kind: I'd 
have the replay before the actual event--like with the mystic broad by the 
mysterious Brandywine we're going to rape or somewhat rape...or or or 
invite to her raping?" 

"RSV fuckin P!" 

"We could see how we did, study our slick moves, decide how much 
she bought in or..." 

“How much we had to lean on her?" he smiled. 

"Right! We could watch it first and then make the actual event come 
out right. Make one fuckin thing come out right!" she cried, "that's the 
beauty of my invention! Oh why didn't | think of it before?"" 

"You're weird!" as he was picking up her glass and staring down into it. 
"Whatever he's drinking," he told the studious bartender, "give me a fuckin 
gallon of it." 


Later when he picks up his large bills from the bar, leaving all the rest, 
a smell of coldness comes off his hands, and she notices for the first time 
that his small, hunched shoulders are heavily muscled. 

At that point a fantasy of beating him up seethes in. "That enough?" 
she asks him again and again, hitting him whenever he tries to answer, 
preventing his answer. He drops a heavy tool kit of some kind, and with that 
Pclunk@ is transformed into the unbalanced acrobat on her frig, begging her 
to desist in heavily accented English. "Beat you back to level!" she is 
screaming, the redheaded barfly suddenly back of her, encouraging her in 
hissing French--though in plain fact she sleeps at the bar, her disheveled 
head in her white white arms like some discarded, rusty thing. 

"Ready?" the real him asks. 

"Way that river's been rising," she answers whistfully, "we should wait 
a bit for her to float by." 

In her car following his, she intends turning off at the first 
chance. "It'll be bye bye asshole!" But she doesn't turn off at the first 
intersection...or the second. "Forget this shit!" she yells against the wind 
rushing through the open windows. "Masquerade worked. That's enough! 
That's the bitter fun of it. | passed the test as a man and it was too easy. 
But how crazy you think |am? You can get real crazy-ass whacked-out in 
rebounding, don't | know that! But you don't destroy your sex! Do you? Oh 
why do! push so far? Why do! always have to push so far? Why can't | ever 
stop? Why can't! stop now?" And her eyes fill hotly, then become ripped- 


back, icy, as the wind flies in and she follows the red lights of his Bronco 
skittering from the wet pavement and snaking into the fog. She sees herself 
in the rearview mirror, her ravaged face backgrounded by reddish, smoky 
fog. "I'ma girl, a woman!" 

"Yeah well fuck you!" 

"Yeah fuck me fuck everybody. What the fuck's the difference?" she is 
crying and beating the steering wheel. “I'll I'll I'll tell her | was drunk. When 
she's all the way humiliated I'll talk to her. I'll love her. | will love her. | will 
love away all the pain! Nobody can love like me goddammit!" She shakes 
and the mirror vibrates as she screams. "I didn't know...this crazy! | didn't 
know! Drunk! | must be drunk. But it's not enough...say you're drunk. You 
are guilty. You are still guilty! And it's not that 'cause I've never been more 
sober. More alone. And why is it so fuckin cold? Why is it always so fuckin 
cold?" 

The river is raging when they get there and climb the incline up 
to the woman's house, the bare bulb shining exactly as he had described it, 
fanning weakly through planes of rain and down the muddy slope into the 
brown, rushing water. "Hey!" his whisper pierces "you part mountain goat or 
something?" Then he slips, windmilling furiously. "Hey! Help!" She turns to 
watch him slide slowly down into the river, gazes at the speeding water as 
he is soun away. When she turns back the woman is present, the single bulb 
in back flaring her hair, her eyes still discernable in her dark face, firm, 
seizing eyes. "Il expected you," she says, her voice quiet in the feathering 
rain, seeming to quiet the river too. "I wanted you to express your hatred, 
your violence to your sex...will you throw me in river too? Then will your 
ache cease do you suppose?" She stared calmly at this sole intruder, the 
mists between them. 

"| didn't throw him in! Assholes slip it's what assholes do; first they set 
up their stupid asshole world and then it kills them. It's always that way." 
She is screaming. 

Then you're the greater asshole, since it's their world you want-- 
worshiping his cold hands or some baby thing! Hard hands. 

Self pity leads to such excesses, such moral stupidity." 

(And he is trapped by seething brush within the hammering water, 
alive enough to see her dancing through planes of misted light.) 

Among puddles she slowly dances, and stops to take a bow, holds it for 
the other woman's approval. But she snaps "That's dead too, that act, all 
your acts. And moods. Violent one moment, smashed down the next. And 
dimples at your age! Drilled into your face by some kind of infantile 
concentration." 

"Not that conscious," she pants, the vapor obscuring her view of the 
strange, peering woman. "At least not always. Well...do | go or do! stay?" 

"Go back. Remain aman. What you really want." She waves, her 
hand trailing remnants of fog. 

"Yeah. That's right, what | want all right," she sobs, "they're less afraid 
and more free, men are! They don't even think about what they do. | had to 


go there. | had totry. See if | could get some of that. Oh it wasn't to find 
love--that's for sure--whatever love is...male or female...like pissing into a 
spaghetti strainer," she quits sobbing to smile wryly, and to listen to the 
subtle wash of air. 

"Don't you smile at me for sympathy! Litle girl with affected trace of 
the vulgar. That Whore Pattern you tried first with Daddy won't work here!" 

"What will?" She steps up the incline towards her and into stronger 
light. 

"Nothing made of words," whispers this other woman. 

At that she becomes silent, removing the baseball cap, flinging it into 
the river as the wind lifts up her bright hair and all sound ceases. 

The cap thrusts past him just before a swaying root grips 
his foot and pulls him under. What he sees in that final instant 
is a terrific vibration as the women close, their entangling 
hair one, leaping fire. 
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